36                OUT OF MY COFFIN
Although my father was much older than my
mother, he was so young in every way, that the
disparity of years did not matter. They were finely
matched. Both had creative energies. My mother
moved as adroitly in the society of her day as did
my father in politics.
Hers was the society of flowing dress, the discrim-
inative word, the shutting fan, bel canto, the four-
in-hand, whilst he was keenly interested in all the
politics of the day ; he knew Gladstone, Bismarck,
and other epoch-making politicians. He admired
tenacity of purpose, and sincerity of belief, even
though it might not coincide with his own.
It was a far cry then to the cocktail party and
dictators.
They represented at that time two aspects of
culture, now vanished. My father was tall, dark,
curly haired, handsome. My mother, fair, blue-
eyed. She was extremely clever at aquarelles, was
interested in history, and played Chopin. My
father painted in oils, and discussed philosophy,'
I still have in my possession an oil painting of his,
portraying a barge crossing the Tiber, and on board a
gendarme, a monk, shepherds, and peasants in the
Roman costumes of the period. This picture gained
the prize at one of the exhibitions*
He had also been a noted dancer, and was very
fond of music. Many times he had been heard in a
music-room or a ball-room, playing Strauss's waltzes
by the hour, while his friends danced or listened to
him. He and his young wife were both high-spirited*
It was enough to say to my mother: " My dear, you
can't do that," for her to ..do it.
Not so their child* I have been cursed through my